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of being converted. You may imagine what the
scenes are amongst these people with, the religious
cravings of our race in them, and also a dash of
Southern heat. But St. Louis interests me very
much; it is very dirty certainly, and in the build-
ings there is the want of anything beautiful which
in all the American towns depresses me, but it is
an old place, and a mixed place, and it looks like
both of these, and escapes the profound Gemeinkeit
of the ordinary American city thereby. And then
there is the Mississippi. It is not so wide as the
Rhine at Cologne, but then it is 12001 miles from
its mouth ; it is very dirty, but then one knows it
has just received the Misspuri, and was clear till
the muddy Missouri joined it. We are here in the
latitude of Palermo, or something like it, but they
have had the mercury at 20 below zero this winter,
and the river was choked with ice in spite of the
strong current. The " ice-gorge" has broken up
since we were here, and the river is now flowing
free, though ice-blocks are tumbling about in it.
Steamers cannot travel on it yet; you have to go
down to Memphis by rail, some 300 miles; from
there the river is free from ice to Orleans. Both
Flu and I wish we were going; the weather at New
Orleans is now lovely, and the lonely wastes and
cotton-fields through which the Mississippi flows,
with the great trees hung with Spanish moss on the
banks, would interest me for once far more than
they would tire me. But it cannot be, and to-
morrow we go out to Indianapolis, though to-mor-
row is Sunday. But we dine with General Sherman